


THE EVE OF MARRIAGE— 
AND THE EDGE OF DANGER 


Marina should have been the happiest of young 
women in glittering St. Petersburg. She had been 
chosen among so many beauties to be wife to one 
of the most powerful figures in the czar’s court-— 
Viktor Rogozhin, a man whose word was law and 
whose slightest whim was a supreme command. 


But now the lips that pressed against hers, the 
arms that held her, the hands that caressed her, 
were not his—but belonged to his infamously dis- 
reputable, scandalously handsome cousin, Sergei. 
Even as Marina struggled to fight off both Sergei 
and the tide of desire rising within her, she shud- 
dered to think what would happen if her future 
husband discovered them together. 


She did not have to wait long to find out... . 


MARINA 


MARINA 


Laura Blackmon 


@ 


A SIGNET BOOK 
NEW AMERICAN LIBRARY 


PUBLISHER'S NOTE 


This novel is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, 
and incidents are either the product of the author's imag- 
ination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to 
actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is en- 
tirely coincidental. 


NAL BOOKS ARE AVAILABLE AT QUANTITY DISCOUNTS 
WHEN USED TO PROMOTE PRODUCTS OR SERVICES. FOR 
SXFORMATION PLEASE WRITE TO PREMIUM MARKETING DIVISION, 
THE NEW AMERICAN LIBRARY, INC., 1633 BROADWAY, 

NEW YORK, NEW YorxK 10019. 


Copyright © 1981 by Laura Blackmon 
All rights reserved 
SOWET TRADEMARK ENG. U.S. FAT. OFF. AND FOREIGN CounTams 
EROISTERED TRADEMARE—MARCA REOISTRADA 
HECHO EM CHICAGO, U.5.4. 


SIGNET, SIGNET CLASSICS, MENTOR, PLUME, MERIDIAN AND NAL 
BOOKS are published by The New American Library, Inc. 
1633 Broadway, New York, New York 10019 


First Printing, April, 1981 
123436789 
PRINTED IN THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA 


a 


e 


fe at 


in i =i lh i 
THE a pil 
HH ana 
Hal ape: 
4p auite HA 
£ 14) 
BAR HE 





cvidfia gasays Hil party ay "iL 
f i sun cant | Hi i aa fi 
ih tH 13 al ue i al I 
pha aaa ah uti 
ieee as lt ja 
si lied HT HEUTE ean eit 
hits li ilifits Hill one tah 
aid fail aun tt Ly alte 


GRggear esa 2 go8 § rapacee 

aie tf Beals sti Hie id iif 
a3 8 tel H ail 8 a i ipyid HE g +f 

elit if oil alti g Seay Hite 
Gan GEeadinn ue 
flan iit HE alee fuune 
salen i: adie nie 
Hidatsa inane 
i peut i Hay is B ti fal 
Hee eee 


aqaeqises 
ieee i ‘i 


a 


sig than 
cu by 


any Z 


isla 


Heil 


i 


ay 





i 


se liel 


pi 


il 


iH 


matt Hi i 44 43 
33 


if ie 


ah 


asa sil 


His 


aly t 


$ 
Lint 


iW 
334 


ae 


fi 


z= 
223 


i 


3 


Pe 


i 


Hi 


ins 


4 g 
igtl 


Tie 


Ht 


i 


VE HUE 


i" eS iu 
Ud 


cid 
aa 


iy aggre seta ae 


PEGE iy ‘i We 
“ii Hy He i 


LL 





eit aC Ws 
eG iy 8222023 
Hill sina ip wade 298 qd i dine 


i 

li ig! Hi i ule it singly 
a 

? iat ars sifai 

: Hil baa tl HH iff 1a 


sé 


F Ti 
ith Hl HHH 


i 


i 


® 


a 


hi 


HL 


i 


Heke 


aie 
a 


Gal i 
tid lh i 


A 1 Goats] it 
fit 


z 


Hl 


ie 


abit 
i HS 


~ 


3 


were 
ar 


il 


uli 


ui ail 
i Hi 


ills iii: siRes? 


inal 


Grand Duke had re- 
an “embarrassing contretemps.” “We are mobi- 
Rogozhin, for show. Nothing will come of it.” 


Austrian 


lion roaring at the tinsel gates of St. Pe- 


tly continued her rounds of fetes and par- 


7 
i 


Ei i we i wi 


no love 
who 
the 
into his 
had 
in Viktor’s 
dictated 
ns 
had been 
other with 
a 
y 
separated Ser 
wills. 
ne 
Sergei. 
his cul 
cine. Seas 


al 
sbelastk 
us sat =e 


Hilt Hk i eee lil 


abhorred and openly 


's balletomania and theatrical enthusi 
inet leaning eaten to the bellecinas: and the Gcoeiibe 


ee 
and 
less than 
at 
i 
A 
the senior, 
cm 
prowess. 
Ser, 
by Viktor’: 
Te ee eee 


facts 


performances. He 
which he voiced freely. 


finance, in which rarefied ozone 


courses on the merits and relative values of this or the other in- 

terpretation. What interested Sergei was whether or not Made- 
But for the world of high 
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“Keja, get me a glass of wine,” Marina demanded imperiously. 

“No,” said Keja in a firm voice, shaking out the layers of lace. 
“There will be plenty of wine downstairs, and besides, we are 
running out of time.” 

But Marina broke loose and ran to the sideboard, where she 
poured herself a glass of rich red wine from a cut-crystal de- 
canter. She flashed a mischievous smile at Keja. “To the Dumili- 
tovs. To all my dear friends who are waiting for me below,” she 
cried. She tilted the glass to her lips and whisked back across the 
room to Keja. 

“There, I've had my wine.” She laughed, seeing Keja’s dark 
look. “Oh, Keja, don't be so serious. Tonight of all nights,” she 

But Keja was not won over. "Your friends are waiting down- 
stairs, as you say.” She glowered. “Are you going to face them in 
your petticoat?” 
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schoolboys, as the platitudes filled the air. 

“The kaiser and all his generals are afraid of us,” the general 
announced in the stentorian manner of a professor repeating yet 
again a tediously obvious fact. He waved his crystal champagne 
glass in the air as though demonstrating the principles of ge- 
ometry to a group of dull children. 

“And why are they afraid of us?” he asked rhetorically. “Be- 
cause they know who we are. Yes,” he proclaimed. “All they 
have to do is to look back at our victories during the war with 
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almost impregnable. Why, 
under the most dire of circumstances. Are we 
in a position to supply our troops food, materials, and 
for the next five years?” 

“I agree, I am emphatically of your opinion” said Nicholai 
Kiranski, president of the Imperial Bank and financial adviser to 
the czar himself. He was a lean string of a man who could have 
been called scrawny had he not been so tall. But nature, in her 
perverse way, had seen fit to give him a long body and a bony, 
pointed head, which had caused his enemies to remark that he 
tesembled a bullet. He had the demeanor and the general aspect 
of a mathematician, and a gift for retaining statistics and numeri- 
cal figures. And a passion for parading them. 
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sugar, alcohol, flour, and tobacco,” he enumerated pedantically. 
“And in the industrial sector, we manufactured more than forty 
million tons of pig iron, giving us a very high status in the in- 
ternational market. A very high status indeed,” he repeated, not 
for emphasis, for he was innocent of any theatrical flair, but be- 
Cause this repetition always helped him think. It was a habit that 
his wife found extremely annoying, but even her constant shrew- 
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bit of information. Those men must think me an imbecile, he 

Alenkov felt a hand on his arm and heard someone say his 
game. It was his host, Viktor Rogozhin. The count had been cir- 
culating among his welcoming them to his house. Now he 
smiled at Dimieri Alenkov, and the minister of education felt the 
warmth of that smile wash over him and ease the sting of his 
wounded self-esteem. But Alenkov was a perceptive man, who 
owed much of his professional success to his knack for noticing 
details that often escaped less shrewd observers. Something is 
wrong, Alenkov thought as he returned Rogozhin's welcoming 
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appealing; no, almost frightening. 
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tween elegant plumpness and unbecoming obesity. 
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mean,” her gentle companion ventured timidly. 

The baroness shot her an irritable glance. Stony 
the mole on her chin bristling, she could hardly restrain her 
ing to box the other lady's shell-like cars. 

“Really, Olga Baslinova, you are a dimwit,” she exclaimed. 
myself was barely sixteen when I married. We do not all have to 
wait until we are twenty to find ourselves a husband,” she said 
with pointed emphasis, Olga Baslinova blushed hotly at the 
memory of her close brush with spinsterhood. But the gentle lady 
was as capable of viciousness as her friend. “Count Rogozhin’ 
Rene aetna s an Gas baa anne eo 

The baroness’s face relaxed into an ingratiating .grimace as 
some of the younger women came to curtsy to her. She simpered 
benignly as they inquired politel about her health. Clucking af- 
fably, with the corners of her mouth tucked up into a smile, ber 
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Tatiana was not alone. A little girl walked beside her—her 
child, and Lebedev’s. The girl was small and delicate, with long, 
coltish legs and the same black curly hair as her mother. She was 
not more than five years old, but already she had a wild, untamed 
beauty reminiscent of the wood sprites in the sort of sentimental 


i 


1; 
Hi 
ie 
i 


i 
fil 


aie 
lat 
ld i 

sit 
PR 
auittt 
pithy i 


& F bas 


iii 


Anything is 
i eee ta ak Got 
ae tehak tos Rrlar ud eietin'e Rebuler 


sudden, unex- 
time, 


Bes 


iE 


¢ 
uv 
7 
4 


i 


a 228 


a HY 


aly 


g g 
Hel 
“ie i 
Hd) if Sani 
a tl “itt 
a Ht Hitt 
fzer gts behez 
ate bel 
iba da fl 


= 
i 
i 
: 
® 
4. 
> 


% 3 Bazes Bez 
ik Lien (ar juga 
ae al uae 
Hitt ah HE i iy siete eetagtiys 
ii : gs* at sy fail ui big 
lint et AG wa aii ie vob, 
iti ui iH apt eta 


ip ih ayes a8 ray 
He ull Heya 


HE 
Hl Saal 


u se get! 
it a it ecb 
lt ei pi 

a il THE qt 
Huh anges ay 3 

ih Hn Hit i i 
i Aan iy 
HaHa alittle 


Fist 


sia 


oes 


Eines aibieiact thee ae 
the mask? To show her the man behind the 
She held a brave, rigid smile 


i 


my 


She was afraid. What had she done? Why did he look at her 


created for himself? She saw in his eyes the adm 


face once more, too punctiliously con- 


reply. He let the imperturbable, unreadable 
his 


not 
over 


55 


apis 238 ty diene: 
nt Hi iM tae i E ne ait ail 
i thie rin ii + Lis i in ai 
a istilty aude i iii F 
ie au ete if i i Misti. 
He in HHH gy Hae rb 
TH Hi fal i fpiseg Say 
se fl Hp ual 
a iat papagadiiit 
Aaa abil He TH 


tall segs 

£ 
ii ith er 
si. ta iH AGIEE if 
ety alii Hh 
ale eauie 1 
pigits! : Hitill ut 
tit ane A 
' i wie i gee a 
ee chee! 
Hi HH 
ii Wt ae deine 
opi" i Hua aat 
FAT? : 


her!" 


rey 


aan # ii 


Re 


yu 


Ee 
£8 


of the men’s evening clothes. 
were looking at her too. From the youngest there 
gentlemen, there was uncritical admiration. Let 


of convent school! A kitten, not even a cat! Sergei suppressed a 
How had this chit of a girl lured stern, dour Viktor to the al- 
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wild desire to laugh. 
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vorable conditions, she might develop into a very interesting 
woman. But sharing a marriage bed with Viktor Rogozhin could 
hardly come under the title of “favorable conditions.” Still, one 
never would know, and after this surprise tonight, anything 
could be true of Viktor. Perhaps the girl does love him, Sergei 
thought. Perhaps Viktor is more passionate than he seems. Per- 
haps I have always misjudged him. But, no—it’s impossible—dear 
Viktor is no match for this girl. She'll make a cuckold of him 
before the season is out. 

Surgei studied the girl appraisingly. She had a fine carriage 
and a winning delicate voluptuousness, this little upstart. A 
tempting piece, but not worth the trouble. He 


“I know who you are, I know what you are!” the old crone 
shrieked. “You don’t need that cameo around your neck to remind 
us. We know only too well.” 

The baroness turned triumphantly on Viktor. “Mark my 
words, Count Rogozhin. You will rue the day you made this gut- 
tersnipe your wife. Beware, or you will find the doors of St. Pe- 
tersburg closed to you one by one.” 

Viktor paled visibly, and he brushed past the old woman. 
“Tell the orchestra to play a waltz,” he ordered. “The dancing 
will begin.” 

“You will regret this, Count!” the enraged baroness shouted 
after them. 
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to strike him. “Hush, sweetheart. Your friend the baroness will 
hear you and say you have no manners.” She heard the laughter 
in his voice! Rage, a desire to kill, and an unidentifiable sensa- 
tion flooded through Marina's veins. She felt suddenly naked. She 
was painfully aware of the iron strength of the arms that held 
ber. The wool of his uniform prickled the bare flesh of ber arms. 
His hand pressed the small of her back possessively. 

“It is quite useless to squirm, my dear Mademoiselle Lebedev,” 
the stranger whispered. “I am your cousin Sergei Rogozhin. The 
vows you take tomorrow will bind us together forever.” He 
smiled sweetly down at her, amused by her anger. “You may as 
well reconcile yourself to me, as I am one of the many things 
you gain by becoming Viktor’s wife.” 

For a second his laughing eyes held her. The corners of his 
strong, hard mouth twitched with ill-suppressed merriment. 

“You are impudent, Sergei Rogozhin,” Marina snapped. Her 
amethyst eyes blazed up at him. “I hate you already.” 
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your hatred of me—which, by the way, many others share— 
and try to be polite, as I have just now saved your very pretty 
neck from the baroness's ax.” 

“Captain Rogozhin,” Marina choked helplessly as he led her 
adroitly through the graceful steps of the waltz, “I would be 
most obliged if you would let me go.” 

“Ah, that’s better. See how fast you learn? But why let go of 
you, my darling girl, when I have just found you?” Sergei teased. 
“Never. Besides, what would your guests think if you left your 
own dear cousin in the middle of a dance? All these people 
dancing by us—the worthies come to Viktor’s party to meet his 
shy, blushing bride. It would be hard to live down such an un- 
Propitious entrance into society. What would people think?” 

As if by magic, he fele the fight drain out of her. Her body 
softened as she relaxed in his arms. He stared down at her unbe- 
lievingly. Was it possible that this girl, this magnificent, spirited 
hussy actually cared what people thought? She, who defied every 
Convention to marry Viktor Rogozhin, she, the scandal of the 
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pertinent?” 
Sergei could not resist. “Do you, dear child?” he whispered 


tauntingly. 

Marina's full lips tightened. She was piqued beyond measure 
at his bantering tone. “I love him as much as I hate you,” she 
hissed. “That is more than a man like you could ever imagine.” 

Sergei fought a desire to laugh. She had temperament, at least, 
but she was a spoiled, willful child who needed to be taught a 
lesson or two. That, by God, was Viktor's job. It was a shame 
that such a beautiful body, such a proud, sensual face, should 
hide the soul of a brattish infant. “You are an ungrateful 
woman.” He smiled. “Here I risk life and limb to save you from 
the clutches of an old dragon, and you reward me with your 
hatred. If I were Viktor,” he continued, very conscious of her 
breasts heaving against him as she choked back her anger, “I 
would turn you over my knee and give you the spanking you so 
apparently deserve. Just like a naughty child.” ; 

“How dare you call me a child!" she sputtered indignantly. 
“Let me go. Right now, this instant.” Tears of rage burned in her 
eyes and trembled on her lashes. 

“As you wish, dear cousin.” Her tears made him ashamed of 
his teasing. He'd gone too far. He'd forgoteen that she was only a 
child. Sergei led her to the edge of the dance floor, where he 
bowed over her hand. Instantly other men flocked around her, 
begging for the next waltz. 

“My dear mademoiselle, I beseech you . . .” 

"No, I insist ...” 
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morning. A crowded sidewalk, the terrified scream of an old 
woman, the rattle of the wheels on the cobbled street as the car- 
tiage bore down upon her. Plunging horses. The iron-rimmed 
carriage wheel crushing the delicate bones of her ankle as easily 
as a man might break a matchstick berween his fingers. 

She did nor know how long she lay in a semicoma, the terri- 
ble pain in her leg quieted only by a drug whose name she did 
mot know. She had a vague memory of the doctors trying to 
mend her poor, ruined ankle. Someone was beside her, a stranger 
holding her when the pain became too strong to bear. But 
through the haze of the opiate, she could not make out his face. 

She saw him clearly for the first time only when her ordeal 
was over, her shattered leg healed at last. An elegant carriage was 
drawn up before the gates of the hospital. And he was there, 
waiting for her as he had waited since the cold sunny morning 
wheo she stepped under the iron wheel. Without a word, Darya 
herself to him, for he was her master. She hungered 
the opiate he gave her, without which she could no longer 
In ber soul she craved this surrender to his will. More than 
love bound them, for with him Darya was free at last to explore 
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Not yet. Let them waite. Let her take ti 
ious minutes of this magical, serene solitude before fac- 
storm. What she had to accomplish tonight could be 
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stirred, rousing herself out of the dream. She smoothed 
back over her silken knees, and leaning forward, 
with a gloved hand against the glass that separated 
the chauffeur. 

young driver pushed the window open without turning 
his eyes from the road. “Yes, madame?” His voice was polite, 


zg 
be 
5 


a8 


“But, madame,” the chauffeur sputtered in surprise, “the Peter- 
hof is dangerous at this time of night. There is no telling what 
might happen—” 

“Do as you are told,” Darya ordered sharply. She snapped the 


Fear was a worm the man in Paris had taught her to grind under 
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In the compartment in the back of the car, Darya thought 
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waited. 


have shouted, 
pr 


words died on his trembling lips. Beads of 


closer, my fine gentleman,” he jeered. 
kept her eyes on the man lurking behind him. She saw 
him pull a revolver from his waistband, but before he had time 


The men were closing in. The chauffeur stood 
to aim, the gun in her hand cracked to life. The man was burtled 
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tracks. “What do you want?” he would 


queasily. Seeing his fear, the first man laughed. He waved a knife 
Darya 


in his long fingers, stabbing the air with the glinting, deadly 


blade. “Come 
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walked over to the dead man. She 


Unhurriedly 


began to form on his breast. 

him with the toe of her slipper. A cursory glance sufficed 
sure her that he was beyond the tender mercies of her 
returned to the waiting car. With impassive eyes 
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shaking chauffeur slide back behind the wheel. 


“Drive on to the Rogozhin address,” she ordered. 


in the prime of his life. Only 
three years stood between him and forty, and if he was a stern- 


Sis sateds gietae hits che Kock Cfo Remus aoneers Jo 
stark, strong, as hard as the Okhrana itself. Voroshiloy was im- 
luxury, unaffected by the lure of money, 
isposal—and like most other things, they 
interest him, As for women, he did not 
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was only one passion in his life, the love of order. He 
was incorruptible, unyielding, — a man designed by 


sribrod sk tie Serre, ano: Veuiiint sakte 
evening ahead of him with anything but exas- 

with the political winds blowing in 

the smell of powder and the rattle of sabers, he was hard pressed 
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Anton Voroshiloy was not a squeamish man. It was not the 
fear of blood or compassion for the wounded and dying that fu- 
eled his aversion to the war. He had a deep distrust for the mili- 
tary machine, or what passed for such in the Russia of Nicholas 
Romanov. As head of the Okhrana, Voroshilov had access to the 
files of the policia in the whole of Russia. The secret dossiers ran 


the 
their mistresses, the excitements of the racetrack, and the privi- 
leges of their position. They s little thought to training the 
army—that enormous body of men on whom they would depend 
foor i 


of 

the czar's military counselors were unacquainted with weapons or 

tactics developed in the past quarter century. The importance of 

the armored tank, barbed wire, machine guns, escaped them. 

Sukhomlinov himself, the chief of staff, had been heard to boast 

that he did not believe in machine guns, that the Russian armies 
71 
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military y, a rebellion that would rise up and break him. 
So he turned to the secret police, the Okhrana, to help him. 
With the power of the Okhrana pitted against the army, the 
guile and strength of men like Voroshilov set in a constant sur- 
veillance of the army, the right hand of Russia turned against the 
left, the two organs of state were locked in a battle for suprem- 
acy. 

No, Voroshilov prayed inwardly, there must be peace at all 
costs. If the czar declared for mobilization, the military would 
surely take the upper hand.-The Okhrana would suffer great loss 


power, while i 

Russia, like children set loose in a glass shop. But it was more 
than professional interest. Voroshilov loathed disorder from the 
depths of his soul. Nothing was more repugnant to him than 
inefhiciency, waste, turmoil. In them was the breeding ground of 
the monster anarchy and its inevitable successor, revolution. If 
the czar listened to his generals and threw himself into the war, 
disaster lay ahead. The Romanov dynasty—and Russia—would be 
doomed. It did not take an unwashed monk to see that. 
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us. Have you had some champagne, or you would prefer 
brandy?” 
Voroshilov waved the offer aside with a graceful "Do 


Rogozhin replied with a courtly bow. "Come and meet the 
other guests,” he said. “My bride is dancing, and I will present 
her to you later, as soon as I can lure her off the dance floor.” 
Voroshilov heard an angry undertone in the count’s voice, an 
edge that his practiced smile could not disguise. 

Voroshilov was surprised by the unconscious menace in Ro- 
gozhin’s voice. What a despicable creature he is, he reflected, 
sensing the force of the rage seething behind the count's care- 
fully presented exterior. If his bride can rouse him to such 
pitches of fury, he could be dangerous and unpredictable indeed 
when faced by sterner issues. Here is 2 man who will stop at 
nothing, who will turn and twist the law to best achieve his 
ends. The deputy of the Okhrana knew this kind of man and his 
power in Russia, where power and influence were all. Professing 
to love order, logic, the rule of law—in trath, plotting, violence, 
and murder were the weapons they used. Here were the true an- 
archists, the men above the law. The fattion from whom the re- 
gime had most to fear, for they could resort to anything, if the 
circumstances were right. In the chaos that was sure to come, 
men like Rogozhin would be a dangerous, deadly breed. Voroshi- 
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“New tactics be damned,” the general said with barracks-room 
bravado. “What's wrong with the old tactics? Have we ever used 
them and lost our wars? Hmmm?” he demanded, jabbing his fin- 
ger at the young soldier's chest. It was apparent that the captain 
was the cause of this outbreak of defensive pride. 


The general waved his fat arms. “What of Napoleon?” he 
sputtered in a magnificent non sequitur. “What of that, my fine 
young tactician?” 

The captain fixed the older man with a serious, 
gaze, but Voroshilov was aware that the man was struggling 
against a desire to laugh. He studied the soldier more closely. He 
had seen him before. Ah, yes, he remembered very clearly now. 
This was young Rogozhin, the one who had caused such an 
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and as delightful as those people are, their talents do not lie in 
military matters.” 

There were muffled sounds of amusement from the men who 
listened from the fringes of the small knot of men. He is right, 
Voroshilov thought, and he looked sharply at the German to 
check his reaction. Von Eggeling’s face was an impassive mask; 
his eyes did not so much as flicker. It was impossible to guess 
what he might be thinking. 

“Captain Rogozhin, if I remember?” Voroshilov said softly. “I 


I 

am Anton Voroshiloy, at your service.” The 
hands. “You answer the general with a certain confidence. How 
can you be so sure of your stand? From where do you draw this 
startling information of the kaiser’s preparedness?” 

He felt, rather than saw, Von Eggeling lean forward to listen. 

Sergei hesitated. He knew very well who this man was, and he 
knew his power. A wink from the deputy of the Okhrana had 
meant Siberia for countless Russians who spoke too easily, too 
carelessly. He longed for the freedom of thoughtless banter that 
was so happily enjoyed in France. For all he knew, Voroshilov 


lit Voroshilov’s eyes at the oblique mention of his exile. “On my 
journey here, I traveled through large parts of Germany. What I 
saw was a country preparing for war, arming itself for the furure. 
The Germans were quite happy to let me witness their prepara- 
tions. They have devised weapons of which the Russian soldier 
cannot even conceive. They have stockpiled their guns for years, 
while we have contented ourselves with parades, useless drills, 
and parties.” 

Dimitri Alenkov, following the exchange from a distance, 
watched Babatsov's face redden deeply. This Captain Rogozhin 
was right. The czar himself had said, "We need heroes. They do 
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current unpleasantness. May I take him from you?” 

“In Russia, they say that if there is a war, it will be over by the 
first snow of winter. In Berlin they promise that it will end before 
the first leaves fall from the trees,” Von Eggeling said graciously. 
“Let us hope that they are both wrong, gentlemen, and thar all 
this will end before the first stars pale in the sky tomorrow.” 

With that, the ewo men, from opposing camps but old friends, 
pulled away from the others. They spoke as friends, with the pre- 
tense of diplomacy dropped away. 

Von Eggeling was the first to voice what was on both their 
minds. “So, my friend. What luck did you have today with your 
czar and his retinue of archdukes?” 

“Very little. He will mobilize, but even he would be hard 
pressed to state the reasons why. The sovereignty of Serbia! Ab- 
surd. It is his damnable pride, his inability to fight against those 
who shout the loudest in his ear.” 
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the kaiser into arming themselves. We could not see it because 

we refused to believe that one man could have so much power— 

and now we will pay for it. This war is his chef d’oewere, his 
work. 
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“We live in a bitter age, my friend,” Von Egecling said sadly, 
his voice suddenly flat and weary. “The world is ruled by fools 
and run by merchants. When this war happens, as it inevitably 
will, the gun merchant will have achieved his goal. The world as 
we know it will be in ruins. Order dissolved into anarchy and 
everything we hold dear ground into the dust.” 

“I would like to see that man’s brains splattered around him 
under the bullets of his own guns,” Voroshilov said. “I would 
like that very much.” 





me and she failed. Viktor is too strong. 
She smiled to herself, and those who saw her 
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from all the other women he had known. Meeting her here at 
Viktor’s was an unexpected pleasure, a delightful opportunity 
which he was not foolish enough to let slip through his fingers. 

“How wonderful to find you in Russia, my love. Was it really - 
for my sake that you fled the pleasures of Paris to come to this 
dreary place?” 

“Yes,” said Darya softly, “among other things.” 

“Such as...” 

“My father is dead. I must go see to things on his estate in 

jumna.” 

“Ah,” Sergei exclaimed in surprise. “Then you are in mourn- 


spoken them aloud. No, she would not disappoint him tonight. 
Besides, Sergei Rogozhin was an excellent lover. “He was very 
old. God did not mean us to grieve forever over the inevitable.” 

Sergei smiled. “Come.” He led her toward the front of the 
house. Tucked in behind the stairs there was a small library, 
thoughtfully equipped with a deep leather sofa. They would have 
privacy there. 


Behind the heavy doors, Darya laughed and kicked off one 
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Darya left the library first, after carefully straightening her di- 
sheveled gown and smoothing her silk stockings. She 

hair into place, stepped back into her slippers, and without a 
backward glance at Sergei Rogozhin, slipped through the door 
and vanished. Sergei watched her go with a very real feeling of 
gratitude. This had threatened to be a very dull evening until 
Darya appeared to put some sparkle in it. He had never loved 
the woman, nor she him, but they had a very frank appreciation 
of each other, and it had been a very pleasant surprise to find her 


Another surprise, not quite as pleasant, waited for him just be- 
hind the heavy carved mahogany doors of the little library. Just 
as he pulled the door closed behind him and the lock clicked 
into place, he was distracted by an angry exclamation. “Oh!” 
someone spat in fury. 
en on me held end Cates Seed © face Wie Mh coeeials 


Marina's violet eyes blazed hotly up at him. “You, you . . .” 
she sputtered angrily, but the words she needed to express her 
overwhelming rage would not come. Her hands clenched into 
fists, and for a moment Sergei fancied that she was going to 
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him, dark amethysts blazing out of her pale face. 

“You are a disgusting man,” she said coldly. “To do 
Viktor's house, on the eve of my wedding, with all the guests 
here...” 


In genuine surprise Sergei saw that she was really shocked. So, 
for all her womanly flaunting, Viktor's ee inno- 


own innocence, but condemned nonetheless. His gray eyes dark- 
ened thoughtfully as he looked down at her. Run, he wanted to 
say, run from this house or you will never know what love can 
be. Your beauty, your passion, will be wasted here. Go, before it 
is too late. All at once he wanted to gather her into his arms, 


Marina misread his expression. He thinks I am stupid, she 
raged inwardly. He is laughing at me. 

As quick as a snake, her hand shot out, and she slapped his 
cheek as hard as she could. “I hate you, I hate you,” she half- 
sobbed, her eyes brimming with tears. “Go away. Get out.” 

Seunned, Sergei put his hand to his stinging cheek. He looked 
at her in disbelief. What was she thinking of? “Do you really 
want me to go?” he asked gently, and her reply was a passionate 
“Yes, yes, I want you to go. Go now.” She struck him again, 
feeling her hand burn across his face with fierce pleasure. 

Hot anger displaced earlier compassion. “You bitch, you will- 
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impaled He was despicable, vile. 
“I hate you,” she gasped breathlessly, 
last and fled up the 


strength, turned at 
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to 
f 


more than he cared to admit, and now tha 
alone, away from the chat 


glitter o 


Voroshilov’s conversation with Von 
social obligations by dancing with some o 


him 


his 
hind him. He felt a great desire to be 


fluttered admiringly around him, he 
spartments and put the noise and the 
"tee Sue teustealie 


es t—“‘i—S 


nan WT GAN 9 
i ie 
s i: 

i ae 
Hi iy ue YE 

Hy i iL Hal | 
ih 1 ey af 
Heel 


1 


l 


is arm and 
looked up at 
“My name is Darya Ivanovna Berenskaya,” said a tall blond 


woman in a black dress. 


A pair of startling green eyes 


strong, sensual mouth curved into a smile. 


She was the most beautiful creature Anton Voroshilov had 


It was then that he felt « light hand on hi 
ever seen. 


surprise 
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pulled herself to a sit- 


»” She breathed thankfully, “I am so 


. +." Her voice died in her throat as 
» hard rage in h 


was Viktor. With a sigh of relief she 
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She wriggled, struggling feverishly against his strength. 

“Let me go,” she whimpered. “Viktor, you are hurting me.” 
But he only held her harder, pinching the delicate, tender flesh 
of her arms with his thick fingers. “You bitch,” he repeated over 
and over again, “you little bitch.” 

Marina braced herself, pulling away from him with all her 
might. But with one hand he grabbed her around the waist and 
held her in a viselike iron grip. With his other hand he tore at 
the delicate bodice of her silk-and-lace gown. The gossamer cloth 
pave under his hand, and Marina's breasts were naked under his 
hand. He rubbed his thick fingers over her bare skin. Marina 
screamed. 

“Don't waste your strength, my dear,” he whispered hoarsely. 
“No one will hear you, and besides, the door is locked.” 

But she could not stop the screams that rose in her throat. 

Furiously she kicked, threw her weight against him, but she 
was no match for him, and she screamed in vain. She let herself 
go limp in his arms, and he lurched forward to keep his balance. 
Then she struggled to her feet. 

His thick lips were on her throat, and she shuddered as he 
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They would come up and find her here—Victor's murderess 
standing over Viktor’s body. Sweet Mother, help me, she moaned 
as she twisted the shell buttons with shaking fingers. There, at 
last she was done! She snatched a shaw! from the back of a chair 
and threw it over her shoulders. Then she unlocked the door 
with Viktor’s key and fled. 
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the line beneath Mikhail’s window would be turned away empty- 
handed. The kerchiefed women and the shabbily dressed men 
would press their faces to the sooty glass window, begging for 


z 


Without bread, families would go to bed hungry yet again. 
War: gaunt faces and thin bodies under layers of shapeless 
woolens. 

It was a good and prosperous time for the profiteers; in a city 
where the shops were stripped of their goods before noon, there 


Gold glitters but does not fill the belly or keep out the cold; a 

treasured bracelet, a diamond cravat pin, earrings winking with 

faceted sapphires, would bring a loaf of precious white bread or 

a box of tea. For a gold watch a few kilos of potatoes or a pound 
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simple trick of concentrating on seemingly trivial matters. They 
played cards, invented games of solitaire, worked out complicated 
maneuvers on the chessboard, memorized favorite poets and writ- 


To Mikhail the Moscow of his childhood seemed now like a 
vivid painting: broad, sweeping avenues shadowed by rows of 
90 
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The difference in their natures did not make the slightest matter 


sheepskin coat or in the starched aprons of visiting women—a 
stick of sugarcane, a little bag of marbles, or a treasured coin. 


But a shadow fell over Mikhail’s childhood paradise. In the 
December of a harsh Moscow winter, Katya Alexandrovna died 
giving birth to a stillborn daughter. Mikhail curled himself 
beneath the staircase and listened to the weeping of the servants 


and the pacing of his father’s steps in the now-emprty house. 


himself 
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off from every human emotion and fled into the world of 
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He spent longer and longer hours 
His love for his sons became 
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At the university, Pyotr was praised for his brilliance. Yet if 
his arguments in the classroom brought him accolades, his more 
impassioned speeches among those of equally radical and boldly 
insurrectionary politics caused dismay to his professors and those 
others who feared for him. The dark, taciturn young man became 
part of the coterie of young intellectuals who passed the hours in 
lengthy, passionate discussion of world politics and economic the- 
ories, blind to the longing looks of the female students. Their 
only passion was for politics. 

Pyotr had already been deeply involved in what was known 
simply as “the movement” when Mikhail followed him to the 
university. It took but a few months for it to become evident 
that in acquiring the younger son of Professor Zudin, the univer- 
sity had added to its ranks not a scholar, but a buoyant, merry 
poet. Although the professors shook their heads over Mikhail's 
academic efforts, even they were forced to admit that his charm 
and wit were more than enough to compensate for his inability 
to retain dry facts and dusty theorems. 

As time passed, Pyotr and Mikhail became strangers. For his 
ee, See es ie ieee ee Se SS 
tive, and with the true instinct of an iconoclast, Mikhail delighted 
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We will do anything you want.” 
answer was always the same. “I 


shrug of the shoulders, the 


am so sorry...” An expressive 
hands spread helplessly. Life is hard 


slowly the passionate rage that had fueled his 


for all of us. And 


brother’ 


the state became born in Mikhail as he 


Pyotr’s freedom. 


's work against 


fought for 


At last Mikhail was called to the prison. A charge had been 


brought against Pyotr: 


against the imperial govern- 


conspiracy 


lawyers, without 


ment. The trial was held without 


sentence pronounced. Death. A firing squad at dawn. 


Pyotr was buried in the small churchyard beside his mother. 
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Though he longed for action, he knew that work must be 


done before they could strike. He learned patience. From his hid- 


ing place he wrote inflammatory leaflets decrying the abuses of 


He learned fo make himself anonymous in the street, to keep 
his head low and not call attention to himself. His instincts be- 


came sharp, the instincts of a stalked animal. He could not be 


followed. Sensi 


ing pursuers, he would hide in shadowy doorways, 
later taking a circuitous route to elude the men that stalked him. 


He discovered which of the merchants were sympathetic to the 
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“Your father is dead, Zudin. There is no one on the outside 


die. Tell us 


who can help you. No one cares whether you live or 


addresses, 


the names of your cell, who carried messages; give us 
ee ace nities cat Nae 


his grave.” 


Fury and 


malevolence filled the voice now: “I could kill 


icy 


death is an escape, it is too easy.” The man 
am tired of this one. He wants to die. Let 
slowly. There is a column for Irkutsk leaving tmor- 


, Zadin, 
guard. 


shies. 
ce rdays 


be 
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returned. Head shaved grotesquely, legs 
ankle bands linked together by ten pounds of chain 
slow, killing journey by foot 


around his waist so that he could walk, 
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and a hundred others began the 
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Irkutsk was a young, raw city, brawling, rough, 


remaining 
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Mikhail was alive. “As long as there is breath in my body 
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perial Russia. 


And always, they were guarded. 
Mikhail lived 
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he felt his strength ebb, sapped by the un 


days passed. Soon he had been 


began to despair. 
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an expert line bomber, a trade be had learned in the serv- 
Sas had planned vast sections of the track bed of 
the railroad, traveled with gangs of laborers, hew- 
ing trees and leveling the earth side by side with them. He had 
worked the frozen soil of the tundra and the rugged moun- 
tainous reaches of Manchuria. He could determine to the last 
grain of precious powder how much dynamite was required to 
demolish anything from a palace to a ; he knew where to 
place the charges for maximum effectiveness, and exactly 
much time should elapse between the separate explosions. 
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. Ivan 
Tilik was tall, a reed of a man with a long, bony head that re- 
minded one of a horse. Indeed, his body bore out that im- 
pression, for he carried himself with a loping gait. His black hair 
hung coarse and lank, and behind his steel-rimmed spectacles his 
eyes burned with such intensity that strangers shied away from 
him. The hands that hung below the grime-soiled sleeves of his 
coat were constantly clenching and unclenching in a nervous tic, 
and his bloodless lips moved in a silent monologue. 

If Mikhail passed easily as a student, and Andrei as a poor but 
respectable tradesman, Ivan was the picture of the madman or 
the beggar. Yet he had a genius for explosives. His forte was the 
invention and building of timing devices. Mikhail had heard his 
name whispered in awe among the radical students of Moscow. 
Now that he had witnessed Ivan’s work at first hand, he mar- 
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an explosion with split-second precision. It was said that he had 
once built a bomb timed to detonate six weeks after it was set. 
102 


eu ar ak Gy MY a 
Lea Rae ee a 
Hi q Fas aj : yg in #3 "34: i 
HE atay i i ie : ii! 4 eiie 
fie teria tay eth Hen 
aH Wand, RA all dieting 
fea adygite UAL Gia gern 
La a 
qin HH ile 
Hn en aT nel 


ee i 
Ht al! AH Litt iter Feud: ify 
uelifitetada Gatley! Glan 
a Hail 0 fis LPH 
way Ht pene ha 
= re 2 yo2a8 sig zee s: 4 a6 
pitt His idan 
ny iene riety 
eH sata end lea Bub 


building razed, the manufacture of weapons made impossible. 
Alexeyev would not be able to fulfill the terms of his new con- 
tract with the czars Military Bureau. “It is mandatory” the 
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names of those on night duty. He knew the signals by which 
they identified themselves. Andrei entered a 

borer. He learned the layout of the buildings the inside. To- 
gether they had made a map of the foundries that would have done 
credit to the architect himself. Here the raw materials were bro- 
ken down into usable metals; there they were tempered into the 
required weights and densities; farther on, the marriage of the 
ingredients took place. They knew where the different parts of 
the guns were poured and where they were assembled, and most 
important, Andrei had discovered the vast subterranean store- 


| 


Ivan and Mikhail labored untiringly, building the timers and 
carefully grading the quantities of raw dynamite according to 
Andrei’s descriptions of the factory. 

Now they checked their supplies one last time. At midnight, 
they would enter the factory with the changing of the guard. By 
tomorrow morning the newspapers would report a mysterious 
and terrifying act of vandalism on the Alexeyev foundries. 

The time ticked slowly by, and Andrei did not come. Ivan and 
Mikhail sat waiting; they had checked the supplies twice, pur- 
posely taking more time than they needed to fill the empty time 
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eyes they are empty, but even now I feel that someone is here, in 


this house. Upstairs.” 


Ivan laughed nervously. “You are jumpy tonight, Andrei. You 


sound like an old woman.” 


“An old woman, ch? Look.” Andrei pulled a scrap of blue 


woolen cloth from his pocket. “I found this caught on the boards 


across the library windows. They are loose. They have been pried 


- 


Mikhail was on his feet, his hand reaching for his gun. 


“I am certain we have a visitor, 


” Andrei said. 


“Tll go.” Mikhail waved the two others back. 
happens to me, take what you need and go 


must go up tonight, as eae 
of plied word which ened « was framed with stout 


strips of poli 


Me Seen 


you suppose the czar’s police are wearing rags for uniforms these 
days, out of deference to the shortages, perhaps?” 

“One can never tell,” Ivan muttered. "We don't know who she 
is or what she was doing here. I say break ber neck and have 
done with it.” 

“Quiet!” Mikhail said. “Look, she is waking up. Let's find out 
who she is.” 

The girl sighed deeply; her eyelids fluttered. Her heart-shaped 
face was very pale, her skin ivory-white against the rumble of 
dark curls that framed her face. She opened her eyes. They were 
the color of 


girl wanted by the Okhrana. Posters for her arrest litrered 
countryside and were distributed in all the villages. She was 
son. He should wring her neck and be done with it. But 
now. Later, when there was time, For the moment, she would 
have to go with them. 

“We will take her with us,” he said firmly. He saw the look of 
surprise in Ivan’s eyes, but the tall man kept silent. 

Mikhail leaned over the girl. "We know who you are, my dear 
Countess. Ivan, here, is going to tie your hands and gag you. You 
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When he downed his glass, he pointed his revolver at their 
chests, ordering them to drop their weapons. They complied 
without a word of protest, each man mentally weighing the 
Alexeyev foundries his own life in the balance. With spon- 


and 
they came to the conclusion that the kopecks 
of Alexeyev were less valuable than their own skins. 

The flame of a match in the guardroom window brought his 
coconspirators from the darkness without. Between them, shoul- 


spare on their anticipated schedule. 
arte DRE to: Sena OF et spe Fae, Ante, tie 
up.” 

While Mikhail held the gun on the guards, Andrei lashed 
their wrists together, pulling the ropes tight. Then he began to 
stuff the guards’ own handkerchiefs into their mouths. 

“Fools,” Andrei said, “you spend your life working for a pig 
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In the abandoned barn where they had taken shelter, Marina 
awakened with a start as Mikhail tucked his coat around her. 


Trembling, she sank back onto the thin straw that littered the 


y her revulsion, 


onl 
against the wishes of Ivan 


sake they had slowed the 


pace of the journey and endangered their lives. And now this 


girl, this spoiled darling, shrank from his touch. Was she afraid 


her fine, aristocratic flesh would bleed under his coarse hands? 


Suddenly, unexpectedly, he was angry. Rage burned through 


him. 


09 


1 





“You little bitch ...” he began, but his voice faded. She was 
crying. The tears streamed down her face, making a path along 
her thin cheeks. He had wanted to hurt her, but the sight of her 


weeping overwhelmed him. 
“Marina, don't . . ." He touched her arm, but she pulled 
away. 


“Don't touch me!” Marina cried. Her hand clenched into a fist 
and she struck him on the mouth. 

Mikhail’s head jerked back under the force of the blow. 
“Whore!” Before he could stop himself, he was shaking her by 
her thin shoulders. 

Marina went limp. 

“Look ar me, stupid little fool,” Mikhail ordered savagely. He 
taised her head and looked into her eyes. Violet lights danced on 
the amethyst between her thick wet lashes. His eyes burned an- 
gtily over her. “Too good for the likes of me, are you?” 

Marina whimpered in fear. 

“Bitch!” Mikhail cursed. Yes, she was beautiful, even under the 
torn rags she wore. The sensuality of her mouth, the pure, sweet 
lines of her face that tore at his heart. 

He wanted her, this rich man’s woman, and he hated her for 
it. 


Now anger spurred him on. He touched her cheek roughly 
with his hand, hurting the soft skin. 
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She saw the shacks and the cottages, the 
porches eaten by the weather, and the 
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But she did not understand Mikhail’s anger. She could not un- 
derstand the tie between this and the bombing of the Alexeyev 
works, no matter how often Mikhail explained how the men like 
Alexeyev and Vikeor were directly responsible for the suffering. 
This was the way of the world, she wanted to argue, the way it 
had always been, and the ‘way it would be forewer. It was hard 
and unfair, but war was hard and unfair. What difference did it 
make to these people that Alexeyev and his kind rode in fine car- 
riages and were rich? 

Tt was the kaiser’s fault. Only he and the czar had the power 
to alleviate the misery and the suffering. If they would make 
peace, the war would end. If they would only sign a treaty, the 
guns would fall silent. These women and their children could re- 
turn to ‘their homes. The men would come back to their farms, 
and Russia would be once more a land of happiness and plenty. 

She did not see that it made any sense for Mikhail to rail 
against the rich when all this was so obviously the kaiser’s doing. 
Nor was she prepared for his passionate outbursts when she in- 
nocently told him of i 
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shriek. id these people in their hovels or the men in prison 
be happier or better off if I dressed in sackcloth and went bare- 
foot? Would it really matter to anyone at all if I ceased to love 
beautiful jewelry and stopped longing for pretty things? Let 
them talk, she thought with a shrug of her shoulders—if they had 
known what I knew in St. Petersburg, they would not be so 
quick to cast it aside. And besides, was not a love of pleasure as 
important as a love of politics? Was not a woman in a gorgeous 


She lay in his arms at night, and he caressed her reverently, 
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that according to our investigation the explosion was the 
of an accident in the powder shed. You yourself admit 
accidents are possible. With the factories working day and 
is it not more likely than ever that such an accident, such a 
unfortunate accident, would occur?” 

Anatoli Kugarin was startled. “Igor,” he whispered 
pale lips, “I have never seen you like this. What are 
ing?” 

“I am saying,” the other man replied quietly, “that the news- 
papers have reported that the explosion was due to an accident. 
It is not pleasant to find you mistrusting my judgment.” He rose, 
to indicate that the interview was at an 

“Don't worry yourself needlessly,” Mitsenku said as he led his 
guest to the door. “We must all learn to be philosophical in this 
life. Let us say that it is the will of God. What God has decreed, 
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“Ah, you surprise me, Igor,” Anatoli Kugarin remarked 
sourly. “You are becoming a religious man in your old age.” 
“One never knows when one might need the help of the Al- 
mighty. As a political man I prefer to remain on his good side.” 
Igor Mitsenku smiled. “By the way,” he added, “I presume that 
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factory. 
which took great pains to note the similariry berween the two in- 
cidents. The truth was plain: the two incidents were too much 


Or men. What was he dealing with, one man, two, of @ 
trained army of saboteurs? It was too much to hope that this was 
the work of a madman. The imperial state had deadly enemies, 
and it was his job to rout them out. : 

Whar he had not told Kugarin was that only this morning the 
mysterious foe had struck again. This time it was a small muni- 
tions depot near the railway. Once more the explosion had been 

i perfectly controlled so that the bomb had obliterated 
the depot and left the nearby buildings untouched. Spectacularly 
efficient work. Even Mitsenku was forced to recognize its profes- 


newspapers had cooperated—the alarming series of ex- 
portrayed as merely coincidental, But Mit- 


Nicholas’ regime was a splendid castle resting on a most tremu- 
lous foundation. These criminals could bring the whole edifice 
crashing to the ground, and when they did, Mitsenku’s head 
would roll. Prison. Siberia. By God, Mitsenku thought desper- 
ately, he wouldn't care if the country were run by the kaiser, but 
why did he have to be in this position? 

The whole country was in disorder, the war a disaster, internal 
security a farce. Only last week he had forced the arrest of 
several students and a professor from the university because they 


while the fighting army suffered devastating setbacks in Poland. 
The cossacks! To set cossack troops, hungry for war and blood, 
on his little band of saboteurs, would be like letting starving 
wolves into a pen of lambs. Mitsenku smiled. If only there 
weren't the indignity of running to the army with a problem that 
the police could not solve! 

Only last week the chief of staff had personally assured him 
that it would give him great pleasure if the army could be of any 
assistance to the police. Mitsenku was not to hesitate, not to 
stand on any formality or any jurisdictional technicality. The as- 
surance had been accompanied by a sly, superior smile that had 
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Mitsenku returned the disconcerting gaze of the 
a decisive movement reached for his pen. It 
quickly, over the paper as he framed his request, 
concentration. His tone must be urgent enough to warrant a 
response, but not desperate. The general must not know his help 
was being begged in an eleventh-hour situation. He reread what 
he had written. No, this was too conciliatory, too timid. He 
balled up the paper and discarded it. He must strike the proper 
note between a request and an order. 

He began again. There. This was better. Diplomatic, but firm. 
He folded the message and sealed it, stamping the little puddle 
ae a ee ae gee double-headed eagle, the seal of his 


He rang for his secretary and handed him the lever. “Kavan- 
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Make it clear that you expect to return with a message.” 

A few hours later, he had his reply. "My dear Mitsenku,” the 
general had written in the best telegraphic army style. “Honored 
to be of assistance. Am dispatching troop details to search the 
area immediately, as per your request. Hope to have good news 
for you shortly.” 


“Not bad. Not excellent, but very promising when one con- 
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she had done well, and she fele proud of herself. She had handed 
the timers and the Andrei quickly, without tangling 
them or faltering. True, after they escaped and the blasts began 
to tear the trainload of weapons to shreds, her knees suddenly 
turned to water. She had wondered if she could trust herself to 
walk, but by sheer force of will she had regained control of her 
wobbling limbs. She had seen the admiring, surprised look in 


was of 

She sighed happily. “Tomorrow we'll blow up more guns, and 
then more guns and still more guns,” she sang in a singsong like 
a schoolchild. 

Andrei laughed. “You are turning out to be dangerous, Ma- 
rina Lebedev,” he said. “Maybe one day we will send the czar 
packing and put you in his place. Another Catherine the Great— 
Marina the Saboteur.” 

A dimple quivered in Marina's cheeks, and she stared at the 
crackling fire. Marina the Saboteur! A very different woman from 
the frightened child who had promised to be Viktor’s wife. What 
would Mama think of me if she knew? Marina wondered. 
Would she be proud? Would she be angry? Would she under- 
stand? I tried to be a fine lady, Mama, but by hating them for 
you, this is what I have become. Can you forgive me? Try to be- 
lieve that one day, no matter how long it takes, I will show them 
that to be your daughter is enough. But I am learning to destroy, 
to ruin, to hurt. When all I ever wanted was to hurt those who 
hurt you. ...” Her forehead creased into a frown. 

As if he guessed her disturbing thoughts, Mikhail hugged her 
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turned and ran toward the small fire and the three men she had 
come to love. 
She fought through the branches which whipped against her 
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Mikhail motioned her back. “Marina, save yourself!" The last 
warning was buried in a hail of bullets. 

They hit Andrei first, and he pitched forward into the snow. 
Mikhail raised his hand pistol, but in the same instant the flame 
spat from the barrel of a rider’s gun and Mikhail sank to his 
knees. Marina plunged toward him, her arms open. He fell for- 
ward into her embrace. 

“Come back, Mikhail, come back!” Marina screamed. “Don't 
die, my love, don't leave me.” But she knew from the weight of 
him in her arms that he was dead. 

Suddenly the winter night was still. Then heavy boots 
crunched through the snow behind her, but she was past caring. 
She held Mikhail close to her and sobbed his name. “Don't leave 
me, don't leave me,” she wept. Suddenly she was wrenched to her 
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her eyes and looked into eyes as gray and sav- 
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early dusk a slight figure dressed in the pale blue-gray 
of the Don Cossacks struggled up a muddy, rutted lane 
that divided the sea of brown tents, hastily constructed shelters, 
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uncharted and at the mercy of fate. All chat mastered 
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again in her breast. 


oe contd 
the man's leg and his life using nothing more than a knife and 


Bar the doctor, butcher-surgeon that he was, contrived to save both 
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dark,” she promised blindly. Did the sick man hear her words, 
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Soon they entered a maze of tiny, twisting streets. Here were 
the smaller stalls, women selling their handiwork, men offering 
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With her heart beating wildly, Marina struggled to remember 
signs that would help her find her way back. Here a small square 
up to a well; there a 
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"You will learn, my friend,” Marina heard 
“pot to put your faith in lady luck—or in any other lady, for that 
matter.” There was an explosion of laughter at this as one of the 
men made a comment that Marina could not hear. 

“Very well,” another voice said. “Enjoy your furlough as you 
see fit. As for me, I'm going to see what tempting morsels Mama 
Aicesha has reserved for us tonight.” 

“I'm with you,” a soldier said. “And me,” cried another. There 
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against this horror. He held her tenderly against him. “Be brave, 
my love, my only love, you must go on.” 

In a nightmare, Marina left the compartment. Soldiers pulled 
her out of Albrecht’s arms. A disembodied voice shouted an or- 
der, and the night was shattered by the explosion of rifles. Ma- 
tina's knees buckled under her. “Albrecht,” she cried hoarsely. 
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"Ma tante,” Reynard protested, “I can promise you nothing 
more than my most diligent effort on your behalf.” 

Mother Aimée looked at him sharply, and in her glance he so 
Clearly read the warning “That had better be so, young man,” that 
he wanted to laugh. He felt like a little boy again. Besides, he had 


her title and education that she was in such a position of responsi- 
bility. Reynard thought of the portrait of his grandfather: she had 
the same strong, intelligent, determined face as the redoubtable 
soldier who had served and intimidated his king to the point 
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This was the man who made his way to Gerard Ruel’s table. If 
the less charitable spectators remarked to themselves that here 
was the meeting of the two most accomplished thieves and ad- 
venturers in all of Constantinople, no one said it aloud. Nor did 
anyone mention the two men who had entered the dining room 
in Tahir’s wake and now took their places unobtrusively at either 
side of the door nearest the two men. It was an accepted fact that 
Tahir never traveled without his bodyguards close behind him, 
another trait reminiscent of the pashas but less an affectation 
than a necessity for a man who had more enemies than he could 


“So, my old friend,” Tahir began effusively as the two men 
took their places, “it has been too long.” 

Ruel smiled, matching the Turk’s easy grace with his own. “A 
busy summer,” he said, “for both of us. A profitable one for me, 
and for you as well, if what I hear is true.” 

Tahir shrugged. “Never trust your sources, my friend. Es- 
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crumpled the paper in his fist and Jet it fall to the carpet at the 


Belgian's feet. “You offer me knowledge that I already possess. 


Do you think my men have been idle?” 


The sickening perfume of violence hung between them. 


Belquose's bloodless lips cwisted uncontrollably. He knew he was 


playing a deadly game. But it was not over—not yet. 


Unsteadily he rose from his chair. “If they have not been idle, 
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"The Yedi Kule? What are you talking about, Sergei?” Ma- 
rina exclaimed. 
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Mme. Rovno is a recent émigré from Russia, and is the 
daughter of the famed and celebrated prima ballerina Tati- 
ana. 

The editors of le Cirque welcome back Ludovic Rovno 
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“An agent caught in en- 
choose the silence of death.” 
time he had seen Voroshilov look at 


for Voroshilov, 
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Laura Blackmon 
‘ou should never have come. He said you would come . . 
ek eelly-seonas leodints Nak. “ky Stes See 
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Laura Blackmon 
High above the throng of delirious celebrants, a man and @ 
‘woman stood in the embrasure of a balconied window, watching 
the exulrant crowds below. 
woman's cyes were aswim with happy tears. “It's over, 


man embraced her tenderly. “No, my love, it is only the 
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